CHAPTER XVII
BADEN-BADEN REFLECTIONS

T

lingers in Baden-Baden something of the
spirit of Benazet, the man who turned Baden-
Baden into a gambling resort, and yet contrived
to make the place so great.
The town was once a dependency of Paris, and to-day
elegant French and Russian women with flashing eyes and
glittering diamonds, richly perfumed and sometimes noisy,
sweep along beside the quieter English women who talk in
low cultured tones. To the music of two bands, one municipal
and the other military, " Venetian Nights " were given in the
J&urgarten. Only the lagoons, the Grand Canal, the palaces and
churches, and the Venetians themselves were needed to make
one feel, under this almost southern sky and in those soft
caressing breezes, merry laughter, music, gay fairy lights and
crowds from every important country of the earth, that one
had been transported to Venice.
There is a sybaritic softness in the Baden-Baden air. The
whole atmosphere and vegetation is of Italian luxuriance*
And then there is the severe style of the villas. One sees little
of the flippancy of most modem architecture. The town of
hot springs, once the meeting-place of the leading minds of
Europe, and still visited by many interesting though perhaps
more plutocratic guests, especially from America, is steeped
in a distinguished, mellow, soothing culture.
Although this time there was a great deal of rain, everything
was lovely. I often asked myself, " Is this Baden-Baden or
Regen-Regen ? " We were subjected to a veritable flood, and
the sky was still heavy with lowering clouds.
The glorious green valley is full of densely leaved trees
which the autumn has even yet scarcely tinged with yellow.
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